The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Fall tenne times double on thatcurfcd head, 

Whole wicked deede thy moft ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Till I haue caught her once more in minearmcsj 
Now pile your duft vpon the quickc and dead, 

Till of thisfiat a mounraine you hauc made 
To’retop old Pelton, or the skycfh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. W hat is he whofe griefe 
Bearcs fuch an emphefis, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring ftarrcs, and makes them (land 
Like wonder wounded hearers : this is I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer . The deuill take thy foule. 

Han. Thou pray ’ft not well , I prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not fplecnatiuc rafh, (from my throat, 
Yet haue 1 in me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare 5 holdoffthy hand, 

King. Piuck them a funder. 

£hsee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

^4.11. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 
fhsee. O my fonne, what theame? 

Haiit. 1 loued Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quantise of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

Kmg. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loue of God fbrbeare him. 

'Ham. S’ wounds fliew me what th’owi doc : 

Woo t wcepe, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy *dlc, 
Wob’t dnnkc vp Efill.eatea Crocadile? 

31c doo’t, dooft come heerc to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her gnue. 

Be buried quiche with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Smdging his pate againft the burning Zone 


Prince of Denmark 

Make OfTa like a wart, nay and thou’le mouthe, 

Tie rant as well as thou. 

His filence will fit drooping. 

What isrf^reafon.. that you vfe me thus f 
I loud you euer, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe doewhathemay ^ 

Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Weele put the matter to the pr efent P u %‘ 

Good Gertrard fet fome watch ouer your fonne, 

This graue Hull haue a liuing monument, . 

An houre of quiet thereby fhal! we fee 

Tellthenin patience our proceedmgbe. Kxtt . 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. , 

mm. Somuchforthrsfir, now <hall you fee the other, 

You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Hora. Remember it my Lord. .. . . 

Ham. Sir in my hart there was a kind of n 0 g 

That would not let me fleepe, my thought 1 lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, ralliiy , 
Andprayfdbe raflinesfor it .-let vs knowe, 

Our indiferetionfometime femes vs well 
When our deepe plots doe fall, & that fhould c 
Ther’s a diuinity that ftiapes our ends , 

Rough hew them how we will. 

** Hora. That is moft certaine. 

Ham. Vpfrom my Cabin, _ • 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
Gropti to findoutthem, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and in fine with-drew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
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